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EVA: Oh, my dear, I am sorry. Of course you mustn't pk]
That's quite all right.

[LEONARD ARDSLEY comes out from the house* He is
red-faced, hearty man of sixty-five, with blue eyes an
white hair. He looks more hke the old-fashiom
sporting squire than the country solicitor. He is o
familiar terms with the local gentry and in the seaso
enjoys a dafs shooting.

Oh, there you are, father.  We've all had tea.
ARDSLEY: I had somebody with me.   [With a nod to him,
How  are  you,  Stratton?   Run along, Evie, I'll hel]
myself. I want to have a word with our young friend
EVA: Oh, ail right.

{She goes out into the garden
ARDSLEY: I've just seen Radley.
COLLIE: Yes.

ARDSLEY: I'm afraid I haven't got very good news for you
COLLIE: He won't wait?
ARDSLEY: He can't wait.
COLLIE: Then what's to be done?
ARDSLEY: The only sensible thing is to file your petition.
COLLIE: It's ridiculous. It's only a matter of a hundred ant
eighty-seven pounds. I'm sure if I can hang on a littl
longer I can manage.   When does Radley want to b<
paid?

ARDSLEY: The first of the month.

COLLIE: I've just got to get the money before then, that's al]
ARDSLEY: You've had a hard struggle and you've deserve<
to succeed.  Believe me, no one will be sorrier than
if you're beaten.  You know, you needn't worry abou
my fees. We'll forget about them.
COLLIE: That's very kind of you.
ARDSLEY: Not a bit of it. I think it's very tough on yoi